For gentle heart can spy out gentleness.

I see well that you have on my distress

Compassion, my fair Princess Canace,

Of truly womanly benignity

That nature in your character has set.

Not that I hope much good therefrom to get,

But to obey the word of your heart free,

And so that others may be warned by me,

As by the whelp instructed is the lion,

Just for that cause and reason shall I fly on,

While yet I have the leisure and the space,

The story of my wrongs to you I'll trace."

And ever, while the one her sorrow said,
The other wept, as she to water'd fled,
Until the falcon bade her to be still;
And with a sigh, right thus she said her will.

"Where I was born (alas, that cruel day!)
And fostered on a rock of marble grey
So tenderly that nothing troubled me,
I knew not what it was, adversity,
Till I could soar on high under the sky.
There dwelt a handsome tercelet1 there, hard by,
Who seemed the well of every nobleness;
Though he was full of treason and falseness,
It was so hidden under humble bearing,
And under hues of truth which he was wearing,
And under kindness, never used in vain,
That no one could have dreamed that he could feign,
So deeply ingrained were his colours dyed.
But just as serpent under flower will hide
Until he sees the time has come to bite, ,
Just so this god of love, this hypocrite
With false humility for ever served
And seemed a wooer who the rites observed
That so become the gentleness of love.
As of a tomb the fairness is above,
While under is the corpse, such as you
So was this hypocrite, cold and hot also;

i Tercelet: the male of the peregrine falcon.
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